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TRANSLATION OF THE PENNILLION. 

xcv. 
Come, lovely girl, of all most dear, 
Come, live with me, my days to cheer, 
And purest pleasure shall be thine, 
Long as Heaven may our fates entwine. 

xcvi. 
Woe to him, whose only bliss 

Centers in the burthen'd bowl : 
Of all burthens none like this, 

Sin's sad burthen on the soul. 

Tis of craft and lies the seeker, 
Murder, theft, and wantonness, 

Weakens strong men, makes weak weaker, 
Shrewd men foolish, foolish — less. 



TRANSLATION OF THE TRIBAN. 

IV. 
Three things I love not ; — these are they : — 
An errand on the sabbath-day, 
To walk unshod the frozen wild, 
To hear wise speeches from a child. 



THE LAMENT OF THE LAST DRUID*. 



Air—" The Melody of Mono." 

I. 
The harp is hush'd on Mona's shore, 
And mute the voice of mystic lore, 

And the deep woods lie low 1 
Where were the Dark Isle's f vengeful gods, 
When thus their shrines' and dread abodes 

Received the insulting foe ? 

* This beautiful Melody is from Mr. Parry's second volume of " Welsh 
Melodies," just published, and is the composition (we mean the words 
only) of Mrs. Hemanf,of the productions of whose muse it is scarcely pos- 
sible to speak in terms exceeding their merit. We mean to trespass again 
upon Mr. Parry's very interesting volume. — Ed. 

" ♦ Anglesea, (or Mona,) from its thick woods of oak, was anciently 
called the DmIc Islnni." 



